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seem surprising. We held our own in the trade with difficulty
and our profits were small.

In Jade Street and Ivory Street (as in the Thieves' Market)
the accent was on ingenuity rather than art, dexterity rather
than beauty. The ivory carvers made seventeen open-work
balls, one inside the other, all moving freely and with never a
break, a miracle of legerdemain. When they had finished they
started on another just the same. Only in cooking, art and skill
were wedded, and the bird's-nest soups, the turtle and frogs'
legs and broiled snake and fancy fishes, delicious messes cooked
inside a pumpkin, green teas and brown teas and teas flavoured
with the petals of the chrysanthemum, made Canton the
Mecca of the gourmets of half the world.

I have spoken of a rapprochement between East and West only
in so far'as the concessions were made by the Chinese. What is
there that the foreigner can take from the Chinese and make
his own ? How far can he go to meet them ? The answer is
that if he values his integrity he must never go further than a
bow and a smile and a shake of the hand. The adventurers of
Portugal went round the world taking with them not their
women but their blood. Not all, but mostly, when they came
to China they took Chinese wives, and compromised with the
Chinese way. Now you may find Portuguese names in every
warm country there is, but where is the pioneering spirit that
brought them, the grand nation that bade them godspeed ?
In South China the Portuguese, mostly I believe of mixed
blood, live side by side with the Chinese and the Europeans,
betwixt and between. They are clever and courteous and happy
enough, but their contribution to the world is ended, they drift
with the stream. There are of course other Eurasians. A
number of the early English business men took Chinese wives,
and those I knew were devoted couples and had attractive,
sometimes brilliant, children. It sometimes happened the other
way round. In Kaifeng I met the pretty German wife of a
Chinese professor at the University, a most successful marriage
as far as one could see. A friend of mine, travelling near
Kongmoon, was once accosted by the pathetic figure of an
English girl in Chinese dress. She was under thirty but the
sun had not dealt kindly with her and she looked an old woman.
She had met a charming Chinese in Liverpool, and had
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